





(ENGLISH MEDALLION, BRUSSELS, AND ENGLISH CARPETS / 


Oil Cloths, Mattings, and Window Shades, Table and Piano Covers, 
AT ATTRACTIVE PRICES. ALL GOODS ARE GUARANTEED. 


HIRAM ANDER . 
Displayed in Ten Spacious Sales-Rooms. SON, No. 99 Bowery. 
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BOLLE I I VILL SS 


LORD LYONS: 


IN FULL REGALIA, AS HE APPEARED ON THE OCCASION OF BEING CHOSEN Curer MepraTor OF THE CopPERHEAD or K.G.C. 
MIRE OF INDIANS. 


— 














GREAT INDUCEMENTS 


| To Cash Parchasers of CLOAKS, SHAWLS, DRESS GOODS, MUSLINS, LINEN, TOWELINGS, and PRINTS, at the 
CRYSTAL PALACE EMPORIUM, 252 BOWERY. W. B. ROBERTS. 


Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1863, by Louis H. Stxraens, in the Cierk’s office of the District Court of the U. 8. for the Southern District of New-York. 
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Atlantic Monthly | 
MAY, 1863, 


The Msy Nomber is now ready, with contributions from John G. Whittier, 
Oliver Wendell Holmes, Gail Hamilton, Nathantel Hawthorne, Louis Agassiz, 
Harriet E. Prescott, The Author of “ Life in the Iron Millis,” etc. 


—o 
LIST OF CONTENTS.—Charles Lamb's Uncollected Writings; Dark Ways; 
After “ Taps ;” The Haman Wheel: its Spokes and Felloes ; Paul Biecker ; Up the 


Thames; The Fern forests of the Carboniferous Period; The Countess; Gala- 
Days; Give; Only an Irish Girl; Shall we Compromise? 


TERMS.—Twenty-five cents per number. Three dollars per year, post-paid by 


the publishers, 
TICKNOR & FIELDS, Publishers, 
135 Washington Street, Boston, Mass. 


PRESIDENT LINCOLN’S LIFE. 
ADVANCE ORDERS.,...-..--.----5000, 


Ninth Thousand on the Press ! 


THE PIONKER BOY,AND HOW HE BECAME PRESIDENT. By WM. M. 
THAYER, Author of * Bovbin Boy,” ** Merchunt Prince,” etc. 16mo. Five 
full-page cuts. $1. 

e*s The book should be resd by every boy in the Jaud, and will be, if the 
boys can getit. Published by WALKER, WISE & CO., Boston. 
3 Seat free by mail on receipt of the price. 


A NEW ENGLISH NOVEL, 
SLAVES OF THE RING; OR, BE- 
FORE AND AFTER. 


Svo. paper. Prive, 50 cents. Cloth, 75 cents, 


“* Slaves of the Ring,’ as a story, is superior to any of the author's previous 
works. It is developed with great skill." —London Post, 
T. Uv. H. P. BURNHAM, Publisher, 
143 Washington Street, Boston. 
Ee Sent by mail, post-paid, on receipt of price. 














KENDALL'S 


AMBOLINE 
FOR THE HAIR 


Amboline Moistens, 
Beautifes, Odorates, 
Lengthens, Invigorates, 
‘| Nourishes, Embel- 
lishes the Hair. 

KendsjI's Amboline 
isarare compound of 
Sj simulating extracts 
{from Flowers, Roots 
and Herbs, for the 
Growth, Beauty, and 
ss’! Permanent Vigor of the 
Heir. 

“Highly _benoficial 
where the hair requires 
a gentle stimulant.”— 
Dr. CHILTON. 

“Have never had 
} anything which so per- 

fectly answers the pur- 

pose of a hair-dressing. 

—Warren Warp, Esq. 

No. 277 Cana)-st., N. Y. 
i} ‘After being bald 
i for over seven years, 
¥ your Amboline has cov- 
Hered the entire scalp 
y with new hair.”—Prof, 

Jobn Senis, No. 35 

King-st., N. Y. 

For sale by all Droggists and Fancy Goods Dealers. Put up in boxes, (contain- 
ing two botties,) price, $1. Manufactured and for sale at wholes:le by 

KENDALL & BANNISTER, No. 542 Broadway, N. Y. 
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THE ; N.B. 
MOST PER- ; 
FrcT 
SUBSTITUTES / ‘ 

FOR =, / ORDER 
Lest LIMBS 
THE 
WORLD OF 


SCIENCE GENERAL 
Has’ EVE 


as uxuxe 616 BROADWAY.—ESTABLISHED 24 YEARS. U.S.A. 


SUPPLIED 


OF THE 


SURGEON 





ELEGANT COLORED CARD PHOTOGRAPHS. 
Newton’s Prepared Colors. 


FOR ALBUMEN PICTURES. 


These Colors are liquid, and any person, though not an artist,can paint the 
Photograph quick!y and beautifully. wih the directions fornished. 

e Be careful to order ** NEWTON’S ” Colors, and observe the marks: the 
genuine article hus the name of the Sole Agent for the United States, J. R, 
TILTON & CO., on each box and bottle. Any other mark is Counterfeit, 

Price of a box of Colors, with directions for use, $8, and with bottle of Reduc- 
ing Liquid Complete, $3 30. 

Bing ie specimens of Cards, } ainted with these Colors, sent, post-paid, for thirty 
cents each. 

—_o--—— 
IN PRESS AND NEARLY READY: 
THE COLLODION PROCESSES. By Thos. Sutton, B.A. A book for every 


ractical photographer. 
. _—_ J. E. TILTON & CO., Boston. 


BEWARE THE NORTHEASTERS, 
Does the Wind Blow ? Does the Rain Beat ? 


Does the Snow or Dust drift in from the crevices of your Doorsand Windows? 
© you fear the DRAFT? or does the rattling of Sashes annoy you, when ‘BOREAS’ 
lows his midnight blast ? 


BROWNE'S METALLIC WEATHER-STRIPS 


(improved and Patented Feb. 18th, 
1862) is the true Nepenthe for all the 
above ills. They are not frail Wood 
Mouldings, liable to 


WARP AND SPLIT, 


but Strips of Vulcanized Rubber of va- 
rious Widths, firmly bound in Metal. 
painted, match all colors—Oak, Walnut 
or White. Notwithstanding doors and 
Windows (where they are applied) are 
re.dered 


Air, Water & Dust-Tight, 


They (the doors and Windows) can be 
open and shutas usual. It will last for 
years— Winter and Summer. 


For Circular, with reference to over 


One Thousand of the 
Solid Men of New- 
York, 
METALLIC WEATHER-STRIP CO., 
913 Broadway, cor. of Fulten Street, New-York. 
Local Agents wanted in every City and Town. 


VANITY FAIR, — 
GREAT ORIGINAL, HUMOROUS, AND SA 
TIRICAL ILLUSTRATED NEWS- 
PAPER, 


WILL BE RESUMFD MAY FIRST, AND WILL BE FOR SALE 
AT THE OLD PRICE OF 


SIX CENTS PER COPY. 


No advance of price, notwithstanding the still increased cost of materials, and 
no abatement in size, 

VANITY FAIR, believing that it is the duty of the patriot to forego every 
other consideration for the time being, and to strike at the heart of this rebellion 
until it is thorougly crashed, will lend its humble aid to sustain the Government 
in this necessary work, and at the same time pay attention to our enemies with- 
out, making the paper in every particular THO OUGHLY NATIONAL. 

No. 160), fur May Ist, will be seady for delivery on the 24th April, and orders 
may be sent to any of the New York Newsmen, or direct to this office. 

Back Numbers and Bound Volumes of Vanity Fair furnished direct through 
Agents, Remember, this is the only Original, Humorous, and Satirical Illustrated 
Paper published in America ; every article and every illustration being prepared 
expres:ly for it. 

Conducted by men who are familiar with the political history of the country, 
who know what the public wants, it is not to be wondered at that the political 
i/lustra'ions of VANITY FAIR have surpassed all of our contemporaries in de- 
sign, effect, and sarcastic humor. Oar Engravings can be found nowhere el-e. 
In every respect they are strictly original, not transfers from PUNCH or other 
foreign papers, nor reproductions for the tenth time from old blocks, made to do 
duty under new titles, or, when original, engraved by unskillfal, cheap workmen, 
but every one is the creation of a superior artist for the specia! number in which 
it appears, engraved by first-class artists, AND 1S NEVEK USED THE SECOND 
TIME ON THE PAPER. 

The paper will be published every Saturday, and will be for sale everywhere 
one week preceding its date, at SIX CENTS per copy, but those who wish to 
sustain it willdo so morethoronghly by subseribing, and remitting us THREZ 
DOLLARS, for which the paper will be sent ove year, post-paid. 

Two Copies to one address for....$5. | Five Copies to one address for....$11. 
ALL MAILED FREE. 

POLITICAL CLUBS will be farnished at $4 per hundred, they paying Express 
charges. Orders and subscriptions in ali cases to be accompanied with the money 
and legible directions for mailing or express. 

Remittances in Government money preferred. Seal all letters securely, and 


address plainly to 
LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for Proprietors, 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 





Address, 
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Published for the Proprietors, by Louis H, Srepuens, at 116 Nasseu Street,N. Y. 
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VANITY FATR. 





BILLIARDS AT THE SOUTH. 


Jeff. Davis.—“ 1 ixe THIs ENGLISH GAME—IT SUITS MY CUE.” 


Beauregard.—“‘ Au! TRUE: AND TWAS FROM ENGLAND YOU GOT YOUR CUE. SHE MADE 


you Emperor or Cuina, you KNow.” 





¥ea: Verily! 
“THE Philadelphia ‘ Copperheads,’ 
Quoth UncLe SAMUEL to me, 
‘* Are in a very shaky state, 
As whoso reads ‘Tue Book’ may see!” 


‘How so?” quoth I with mild surprise. 
“Why, see you not how dire their need 
Must be whose chief dependence lies, 
As theirs, upon ‘a broken Reep’ ?” 


aioe 
Our View of It. 


We really don’t see why sucha fuss 
should be made about Sheriff Lyncn’s ap- 
pointment of an auctioneer, seeing that Hzn- 
kxY Woop is only a poor negro minstrel and 
HERTZ nobody. 


i 


Lyncu-Law Latin.—-Ea quovis ligno fit 
Mercurius : You can make an auctioneer out 
of any Woop. 

ee 


A7Z.Green-Room Anecdote. 


THe evening after GruBacre’s drama of 
‘*' We make our own Pies” was so cut up by 
the morning critics, the unfortunate author 
entered a well-known literary tavern, where 
he aired his pent-up feelings by breaking a 
looking-glass, several tumbers, the landlord’s 
bald head, and the peace. 

“Why, what’s the matter with Grub?” 
asked a harmless person who happened to 
be by. 

“Oh! nothing,” replied a noxious person— 
“its only his Play.” 





“Where is Fancy Bred ?’’ 


Tue “Southern Chivalry” are fond of 
boasting that they are the best bred people 
in the world, and yet they have lately had, 
at Richmond and elsewhere, the worst bread 
riots that ever the world heard of. 











COPPERHEAD LYRICS. 
No. L 
Am—Partant pour la Salt River. 


Arouse, brave comrades! Stir your stumps 
Before it is too late: 

Our foes have got the start of us— 
The foes we truly hate! 

Their ‘‘ Loyal Leagues,” the first we know, 
Will do our business ; 

And who's to up and make a fuss 
When we are in duress? 


If things go on at such a rate, 
The war men must succeed ;" 

They'll make the peace we hoped to buy, 
By Fall. They will, indeed! 

And long before that time, and long 
Before election-day, 

We'll feel as though our only friends 
Were very far away ! 


Why hadn’t we the gift to see 
How matters would turn out ? 
And when we saw the breezes change, 
Why couldn’t we put about? 

Too smart for this. Behold the pass 
To which we Swiss have come; 
Despised by foes we would have served, 

Hated by friends at home! 


Arouse! Divide their swollen ranks! 
Invent all sorts of lies! 

Change front. Be warlike, fiery, brave! 
At any rate, be wise! 





And, if the worst comes, let us stem 
Salt River’s briny ooze ; 

And there, behind our works, we'll take 
A Patriotic snooze! 


<i 
i 


INTERESTING TO CONTRACTORS. 


THE verb ‘‘to contract,” in all its moods and tenses, has probably 
never been on more severe and permanent duty than since the be- 
ginning of this great domestic difficulty ofours. It is a verb of 
large capacity, containing a great many meanings entirely foreign 
to shoddy, fodder, preserved meats and solidified fluids. 

Jones meets SMITH, and with a patronizing smile asks him what 
he is doing, now? 

“ Contracting,” replies Smiru, curtly, 

“In what line ?” inquires Jones. 

“ Debt,” says Smita. 

Here Rosinson, who is a punster by profession, which accounts 
for his lean and hungry look, makes a brief statement to the effect 
that of all things debt is about the only one that grows bigger the 
more you contract it. He then draws a lively parallel between the 
contractor and the constrictor. Both are slimy, both scaly, both 
mixed up with blankets, both moving in large circles, both addicted 
to pigeons, both capable of sucking eggs, neither of them spotless. 
In one respect, however, according to Rosrnson, the constrictor has 
the contractor on a string. The former gorges himself but once a 
month, while the latter no sooner gets through one gorge than he 
goes in for another, like a mule-driver upon a mountain range. 
These are subtle coincidences, and they appiy well to the average 
army contractor, who is often a sutler. 


ee 
A Sweet Thought. 


Tue word “sugar” is like the machinery by which it is made; it 
expresses the juice of the cane. 
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OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE. 
Lerrer rrom McAnrone. 


Orr Cuarteston, April eteth. 

Dear Vanrry :—I have had an experience .. . 

It is not my first. 

Quite possibly, you may have heard of the attack on Charleston 
Harbor. 

Between you and me, Fort Sumter is not exactly taken, yet . . . 

Bat it will be. 

It was on a cold stormy night in March. The rain blew and the 
wind fell. The sailors of the blockading fleet played old sledge; 
and kept perfectly sober, in consequence of the anti-grog arrange- 
ments lately made. Half-way between said fleet and the Battery, 
(you know the Battery, at Charleston, where we used to loafe, long 

0,)@ young man might have been seen, swimming gracefully 

ng with the tide, disguised as a green turtle. 

This disguise enabled him to pass close enough to Sumter to 
count the guns and find the places where breaches would probably 
be made on the morrow. 

The young man was me. 

In a word, I swam from the Keokuk . . . or any otherkuk... 
to the city, the night before the bombardment .. . 

Upon my honor! 

.. . And you know what that is. 

I landed on the Battery, without having experienced any farther 
inconvenience than getting wet by the explosion of four or five tor- 
pedoes, over which I carelessly disported my fragile but manly 
form. 

A sentinel said, “‘ Who goes there ?” 

Not wishing to create antagonistic relations at the outset, and 
considering the probable political views of the cuss, I remarked, in 
my most clarion tones: 

“‘ Fernanpy Wup!” 

“ Let the gong-jong strike, the trumpet to the cannon speak, the 
cannon to high heaven!” said be. ‘1 welcome you in the name of 
the One-Horse Republic of South-Carolina, general outlying loose 
member of the Disjointed States. 

“ You be blowed,” I observed, cheerily ; “I don’t want a public 
reception. If you love me, don’t say a word.” 

“ Have you any terbacker ?” 

‘A few.” 

I drew a plug. He partook. 

“Now then,” I said; “there’s going to be a Disunion Uprising, 
soooly, in the North. My Maryland is to be liberated, and 
things will be tolerable checkered, l’ve only come to see how 
you feel.” 

“TI feel putty well. Not over-fed, you know; nyther with bread, 
whiskey, nor terbacker; but putty comfortable, considerin’.” 

“Not personally you, I don’t mean, Rugrt, and PICKENS, and 
such.” 

“0.00!” said he. ‘‘I see. I can give you letters of introduction 
to them. Air you a K. G.C.?” 

Now I was once made Kuight of the Gin Cocktail. (In fact, give 
me Cocktail enough, and I can always make a knight of it, even if 
I never did drink Fox’s great ‘‘ Ice-pick” Continental Cocktails,) and 
as the initials answered, ! said boldly, ‘* Yes.” 

‘‘T knowed it,” saidhe. “ But first, give me the grip.” 

I gave him a grip around the waist, and threw him into the 
water. 

That satisfied him. 

“Wayward brother,” he remarked, “depart in peace.” 

I departed. 

At the best Hotel, I registered myself under the august name that 
I had given my bold sentinel. The peoplo...such is their love 
for (some) Northern men... wished to get up in the middle of the 
night to give me an ovation. 

I refused, with hauteur. I generally do. 

“Twine me no gaudy Chaplet,” I said. “Ifthere is anything of 
the sort, let it be a Chap Let alone!” 

With which, I went to bed. 

I wes awakened by a noise and a nigger. 

The bombardment had begun! 

Immediately after breakfast, Ruxrt, of the Mercury, and Governor 
Pickens waited on me, Other scaliywags waited on me at breakfast. 

““We know your Honor’s desire to live private here,” said they, 
“so we will keep dark; but wouldn’t you like to see the fight ?” 

“ Mostly,” I replied. 

So I saw it, mostly. 

I stood on the roof of the Mercury office, dear Vantry, in a proud 
but picturesque attitude, with my thewy arms folded upon my mas- 
sive cheet all the afternoon. A swart menial brought me cocktails 
at brief intervals. 





For amusement and instruction combined, I intercepted the tele- 
grams that flowed gently along the wires through a Hole in the roof, 
Here are they: 

“3 PM. 

“The enemy have fired his firat shot. Fell short.” 

“3:10 P.M, 
— lambs are coming up in profusion. They shoot pretty 
well.” 


“3:30 P. M. 
“There is a good deal of shooting down here. Not much harm 


At this juncture, I saw with a good glass, two of Sumter’s em- 
brasures knocked inte a shapeless hole. 
3:45 Pom. 
“No harm dene yet. An iron-clad is sunk.” 
3:50 P.M. 
“No harm done. Another iron-clad sunk.” 
“4 PM, 
“Troops landing on Morris's Island.” 
“4:15 P.M. 
“Two more iron-clads sunk. Fort Sumter hit once, partially.” 


“4:25 P.M. 
“The Yaniees shoot infernal straight. It look: rusty. Our tor- 
pedoes don’t work. Four more iron-elads sunk, however.” 


“4:35 PM. 
“ Hight of the enemy’s iron-clads sunk, by one shot from Sum- 
ter. No harm done on either side.” 


At this juncture, [ saw one of the island batteries knocked into a 
cocked hat by our iron-clads, but their ammunition evidently be- 
gan to run short. 

“ Feed my Rams,” said I. 


P** 4:45 P.M. 

“Noharm done. Twelve more of the Yankee iron-clads sunk. 
You may announce a victory, in guarded terms.” 

4:55 P.M. 

“The enemy is out of ammunition, and is withdrawing. Proclaim 
a decided victory. We hope the fight will not be renewed to- 
morrow.” 

“5 PM. 

“The Yankees have fired their last shot, Wethink Fort Sumter 
can be rebuilt.” 

I stood all night on the roof, dear Vanity, awaiting the renewal 
of the combat, but in vain, At six o'clock the next morning, I in- 
tercepted the last dispatch. 

“We sunk One of the Yankee iron-clads, in all, and are pretty 
sure we hit some others. It was lucky, however, that they carried 
no more ammunition. You may say that nobody was killed .... 
or only two or three, at most. This is reliable.” 

‘Good bye, Ruert,” said I; “ good by, Pickens. I feel tired, 
and want a bath.” 

I went down to the battery, and met my sentinel. 

“ How’s your poor Fleet?’ said he. 

“ How’s your poor Fort ?” said I. 

I plunged into the briny wave once more, swam down to the 
blockading fleet amid showers of musketry, and instantly sat down 
in my wet clothes to assure you that Sumter is a ruin, that Charles- 
ton can be taken at the next high tide, and that I am 

Yours, McAronz. 
= ee 
INTERESTING ANECDOTE. 

Tue precocity of American children is remarkable: it is also 
charming. 

Pybus has a little four-year-old, a powerful, athletic, dumpy ittle 
sing with the flaxenest hair and the azurest eyes ever seen. Little 
JACKY has a pewter squirt—a gift bestowed upon him by his fond 
grandmother against a rainy day. With this weapon he is very ex- 
pert, and will steal away every drop of tea out of your cup before 
your face. Yesterday, his mother observed hint trying the range of 
his piece from two cups—one filled with tea, the other with cocoa. 
Upon askivg Jacky why he did so, says he, in reply, “‘ You see, 
mar, I heard par say, yesterday, that cocoa goes twice as far as tea, 
and I'm just trying a forty-rod spiffick with both, to see whether the 
old man has got the hang of it.” 

Which of us would not gladly be father, or even grandmother, of 
such a four-year-old as that? 

—_——>— 
Popular Features. 

Cun, according to a “ distinguished physiognomist ” of modern 
times, has a good deal to do with character and success in life. So 
has “ cheek.” 
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BRITISH NBUTRALITY. 
' A Sone, By Usoie Samvuet’s Nepuew. 


i 
HOUGH I wasn’t born un- 
der the fog 
That’s saved Britain so 
oft from disaster, 
And don't think an En- 
glishman’s dog 
As good as a Yankee 
dog’s master : 
Though the laws of ‘‘ Hold 
Hengland,” to me 
Are not “higher laws” 
over Creation ; 
Though I don’t call Vio. 
“Queen of the Sea,” 
Nor of anything else, 
save her Nation: 
Yet I’m not a born foo!, 
but can “guess” 
Pretty sharp 'twixt Ro- 
mance and Reality, 
As my hearers mayhap 
will confess, 
When I sing them of 
“Brimsa Nev- 
TRALITY.” 


Since the dass of that vicious old shrew, 
“ Good Queen Bess” called, in cockney narrations, 
Four bas never been square two and two 
In Albion’s exterior relations, 
To give in detail every trick 
That has dubbed her “ Perrrpious”’ for ages, 
Would require « volume as thick 
As poor Jorn BarLow’s broad pages: 
So, the task [ give up, in despair 
Of recording her endless rascality, 
And shall merely some items declare 
About modern “ British Nevrratiry.” 


Ill, 


We know what a rumpus she made, 
When a few of ber “ Blue Noses” ’listed 
In our present most righteous crusade : 
She was savagely loud and big-fisted! 
But for one who for us wished to fight, 
Full fifty fierce-whiskered Beef-eaters 
She let GarrBatpi—invite 
To wallop the Austrian Reiters, 
While to protests of Kaiser and Pupe 
She answered, with impartiality (?) 
“ That they daren’t accuse her, she should hope, 
Of a breach of ber promised ‘ Neurratiry |” 


Iv. 


Now, she’s playing a similar game 
On ourselves, (though the stake is far bigger, ) 
With greased palms and “stocked ” cards, just the same, 
And her favorite dodge of “ re-nigger.” 
She hears our complaints with a grin, 
While she cottons her ears to the clamors 
Of our ravaged marine, and the din 
Of her buccaneer ship-builders’ hammers! 
Serene in her councils of State, 
She cries, with a mock joviality : 
“ Dearest Brother, your ire abate! 
We are keeping the strictest ‘ Nrurratrry !’” 


v. 


There’s a point where resistance begins! 
Shall we still suffer England to drain us 
Of *onor and wealth, while she grins 
Double-faced from her temple of Janus ? 
It’s high time, I think, that we ought 
Once for all to bestow a gond lesson, 
And teach her we are not “ the sort” 
She can “ jerk” her old tricks of “ Quzen Bzss ” on ! 








Let her see that we all “twig” her “lay ”— 
For us, Romance ; for Resets, Reality! 
And we're not to be humbugged to-day 
With her “ Buncombe” of “ Baerga Nevurmaxrry ! 


oo el 
THE ORIGINAL COPPERHEAD. 


AvrHouGH Copperheads, as a political sect, are of very recent 
date, readers of romance will recollect that the first Copperheed of 
whom we have any documentary evidence was the creation of Czr- 
VANTES. When the doughty knight-errant, Dow Quixorz, was hard 
up for a head-piece, his constructive mind suggested to him the pos- 
sibility of adapting one out of a copper basin belonging to his barber. 
With ‘his utensil strapped firmly on his head, he performed great 
feats of valor, and would probably have succeeded in performing 
more had he not been brought up all standing by a pugilistic wind- 
mill, which battered his copper head to such effect with blows put 
straight out from the shoulder, that be could not come to time after 
the third round, but sank, dead beat, into the arms of his faithful 
bottle-holder, SancHo Panza, who at once threw up the sponge, and 
Wind-mill was declared the winner. It might be well for our Cop- 
perbead here to take warning from his great prototype. True that 
the former professes t> be a man of peace, and wears his barber's 
basin as meekly as the Quaker does his shovel hat, But there are 
wind-mills that will not see itin that light. A wind-mill without arms 
is an anomaly, vi et armis having been the family motto of the wind- 
mill from all time; and the ccepper-pated man of peace may find 
that his head is not worth much if he gets it into contact witha 
Union mill. 

— oe — = 
THE COPPERHEAD PLATFORM. 


By dint of much exertion and great enterprise, one of Our Young 
Men has succeeded in compiling the following true and reliable 
statement of the principles professed by the new party. He has had 
his hair cut, and is doing well on low diet, since. In case our 
readers should wish to know more, it is not impossible that Mr. Ma- 
HONEY, and (hic) Sautspury of Delaware, may be able to communi- 
cate. Here is the platform, ‘‘ so far as heard from.” 

I.—The Constitution as it is, and the Union as it might, could, 
would, should or shouldn’t have been. 

IL—An armistice of twelve years, for deliberation. 

IIL—tThe Union, at all hazards. 

IV.—A new Confederation of States, comprising all but New- 
England. 

V.—A vigorous persecution of the War. 

VI.—The peaceful departure of our wayward sisters. 

VIL—A military dictatorship for some man who is “ coming.” 

VIII.—An armistice and alliance of one year, to enable the bellig- 
erents to capture Canada, 

1X.—Unconditional restauration of the Union. 

X.—A request for mediation from France and Eogland. 

XI.—A Commission appointed from North and South, without 
cessation of hostilities, 

XII.—Resignation of the present Administration, and appointment 
of a provisional Assembly instead. 

XIII.—The Union forever. 

XIV.—Abolition of Anti-slavery. 

XV.—Vigorous procrastination of the War. 

XVI.—Repeal of the Sunday liquor law. 

XVII.—The integrity of tne Habeas Corpus. 

XVIII.—The Union before the Nigger. 

XIX.—Speedy recognition of the Scutbern Confederacy, 

XX.—The Union. 

—_— ee 
RILLA REE. 


L 
CA) ERRILY danced the river down the hill, 
a=<" Singing ‘‘rilla rilla rilla ree,” 
I wandered with it till [ neared the mill 
Where the pond reflects translucently. 
il, 
fe j= A hideous object there obscured my view— 
y—— An ape-like Ism that affects the land— 
= Ite ugly physiog at once I knew, 
Secessionism of the bloody hand. 


IIL 

The hoary monster genuflected, slow, 
Its image in the mirror-wave to see, 

And as it looked it shouted “ Here’s a Go-” 
“ Rilla!” went the river, “rilla ree !” 
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Motto for Recreant Knights, 


We have read, of late, occasional an- 
nouncements of the dismissal of officers from 
the army for cowardice. To refrain from any 
harder censure upon the unfortunate young 
men who are liable to the little weakness in 
question, we will only suggest that they will 
find a very appropriate motto for their 
shields in the refrain to Byron’s “ Maid of 
Athens ”~-“* Zoe mou sas agapo”"—My Life I 
love thee! 

—~< 
Won't wass 1x Mexico.—The French 
| Yoke Shirt. 








~“] 


oo 
Something New about P. T. B. 


| Irisnot generally known that Mr. Barnum 
|has a great deal of talent for the histrionic 
|art, but we can assure our readers that such 
is the fact. In spasmodic ejaculation he is 
|excelled by few. When taking leave of his 

~ | Indian Chiefs a few days ago, for-instance, the 
 |great impresario smote his forehead with 
~ |effusion, and exclaimed : “ Leave me to me 
Arrapahoes!”—which is precisely the pro- 
> |nunciation given by the Greatest American 
‘ | Tragedian to the dulcet dissyllable ‘‘ repose.” 
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“The hard, cold World.” 


THERE is something about the World 
newspaper that reminds one of a particular 
kind of billiard-table—MarsLe down upon 
Woop. 

eee 


Cut for Cut, 


European papers dwell with grimness on 
the fact that the Polish revolutionists have 
REMINISCENCES OF THE WATER-CURE. scythes for weapons in their army. 

Well, what of that? Haven’t we Sickizs 


f Uncte Livan TRIES THE WATER-CURE TREATMENT: HIS FIRST TERRIBLE ORDEAL—THE PACK. |in ours? 











OILY GAMMON. 


THE REVERSE OF THE FABLE. 

Our of the new commercial article known as petroleum, or rock A TIT-BIT OFFERED TO THE MASSACHUSETTS LEGISLATURE. 
oil, there arise a great many questions, which are too puzzling, how- Aone ote 
ever, to be asked all at once. We shall confine ourselves, therefore, Phe, Ae rpc Sen 
for the present, to a very few. : zy 5 

One of the differences between Grease and Oil is that while the bet a no learned —— knew, 
former, in this day’s market reports, is quoted at ten cents per pound, - or would a eee the foundling own bi 
the latter has, in all ages, been quoted as the only perfect tranquil- Sr » Some mont 8 passed, when, lo! the bird one day 
lizer of troubled waters. How about Rock oil, though, in this con- preading a Swan’s broad wings, majestic soared away ! 
nection? ‘Rocked in the cradle of the Deep” is a noble song, but , : 
it does not contain a suggestion of smooth water. n Massachusetts, t’other day, 

Is it safe for speculators to launch their barks upon rock oil? To This fable’s quaint reverse occurred : 
our way of thinking it isnot. Rock oil may yet be the rock upon Amid a flock of grave and gay 
which many a speculator will split and go to pieces. ‘ Founded In council met, appeared a bird 
upon & rock” is a good recommendation with regard to a house ; but Yclept a Swan, by its fond parentsruse: 
it is to be feared that “ Foundered upon rock” will too often be the But whose first speech, alas! at once proclaimed it Goose! 
verdict on the rash speculators who are wildly embarking upon the U.S. N. 
waves of petroleum. Stree as 

ba A gan — a in = 0" a are my | of “Well, I’m Blowed!” 
a and rocky character. Would it be too much to say, then a : . : 
that the ‘Isles of Greece” should be classed as petroleum? These POP chery Ii _- Asap tag 11 a an American gentleman in 
~— — could hardly have acon ‘on — > — : “Four trunks of a wife’s and six band-boxes,” was the reply. 
eball not an income ee ae ee “T have just despatched them to her by the Pneumatic Tubes.” 


_ 


oo oA 


The best Dodge, yet. Rum and Reason. 


. . WE read in the shipping reports of the arrival of the bark St. Juan 
Hens is something good from the West; there is an omen of suc- "| fom the West Indiee, with a cargo of 362 casks of rum and 40 bar- 

cess in it: it is dated from Murfreesboro, April 21, and we hope it rels of resin 

is true. ‘ 


Perhaps the large quantity of rum on board, in this cage, accounts 
“General Dopes, commanding at Corinth, has routed the enemy, after a se- for the small quantity of Resin. 
vere action, driving them from Bear Creek to Crane Creek.” 
SS 
After the failure of so many special dodges to outflank the foe, it 
is gratifying to know that one General Dopcz has been attended PaRADOXICAL.—That the Dummy engine should be making 80 
with success. much talk among the horse-car men. 
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Not According to the Constitution. 


Mr. Copperhead.—I KNOW MY HOUSE IS ON FIRE, JUST AS WELL AS YOU DO. Ir you WANT TO SAVE IT PLAY 
ON IT FROM THE OUTSIDE AS MUCH AS YOU CHOOSE, BUT I DENY YOUR RIGHT TO ENTER WITHOUT MY PERMISSION: MY 
HOUSE IS MY CASTLE, AND ANY ATTEMPT TO ENTER IT BY FORCE IS CLEARLY UN-CON-STI-TU-TION-AL. 
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A GRIEVANCE OF GREAT PEOPLE. 


T is the penalty of renown 
that its handwriting is 
sought after by obscurity, 
and its carte de-visile cov- 
eted by snobbery. Only 
a short time ago, General 
Wintletp Scorr was 
obliged to publish a card 
which was quite the re- 
verse of a carte-de-visite— 
unless, indeed, it might 
be described in photo- 
graphic phrase as one of 
the latter printed in neg- 
ative. The venerable 
warrior’s card contained a 
request that the lion-hun- 
ters would let him rest a 
> little. Rheumatism in 
the right hand prevents 
him from devoting his 
time exclusively to the 
manufacture of auto- 
graphs, so that the nu- 
merous persons of both 
sexes to whom eminent 
superscriptions are as ne- 
cessary a8 anti-bilious 
pills, will have to take such as they can get and be thankful. 

With that zeal for the public service by whicb the present writer 
flatters himself that he has always been distinguished, he proposes 
to mitigate, somewhat, the loss sustained by lion-hunters in the sus- 
pension of General Scorr’s autograph by offering his own for distri- 
bution, upon easy terms. The writer of this paragraph has hitherto 
been content to aid the cause of humanity and art by forwarding his 
autograph and carte-de-visite, gratis, to such correspondents as applied 
for them in terms sufficiently flattering to his personal gifis and ac- 


complishments, and with the proper postage-stamps enclosed. But | 


all that is changed, now. It was with melancholy dissatisfaction 
that the writer of this paragraph learned this very morning from his 
landlady, that in putting up a sandwich for him, as usual, it also oc- 
curred to her to put up his rent, to the amount of an additional dol- 
lara week. “ All along of the way things is riz,” was her excuse 
for doing so. Future applicants, then, for the honors which the wri- 
ter of this paragraph is proud to think are personal to him, will have 
the goodness to enclose ten cents in postal currency for his auto- 
graph, and twenty-five for his photograph. His lithograph, also, can 
be had for fifty cents, sent on a roller by mail; aud there are other 
graphs of him in preparation, of which due notice will be given. 
SESS aS RE 


THE CIVILIAN’S COMPLAINT, AND THE SOLDIER’S 
ANSWER. 


CIVILIAN : 


Sotpier! in such an hour— 
When clouds of ruin lower, 
And from the North 
The cry goes forth, 
Advance! advance! advance ! 
When now all vainly try 
The weakened enemy 
To hide their state 
So desperate 
From our sagacious glance— 
Why does our army thus ignobly rest, 
And hear those shouts of victory from the West? 


Shall it be said it fears 
The foe who still appears 
Where late it fought, 
And glory sought, 
But fought, alas! in vain? 
Shall it be said, The fire 
Which could its heart inspire 
But yesterday, 
Has burned away 
And cannot blaze again? 
For shame! Rebuke the unworthy imputation: 
ADVANCE! and save the credit of the nation! 


While you are waiting there, 
Persistent, fell despair 














Seeks with his dart 
CoLumBia’s heart, 
And Ruin’s shadow moves! 
Our foes take fresher hope, 
Their skies of promise ope— 
And Recognition 
And proud position 
More than a fond dream proves, 
And you lie still and see signs in the sky, 
And put your warning dreams and visions by ! 


SOLDIER : 
Civilian! say no more | 
Nor these reproaches pour! 
You little know 
Who slander so 
The soldier’s heart and mind! 
Not less than you, he longs 
To right the country’s wrongs; 
And he would fight: 
By day and night; 
To death would be resigned: 
But think what means a forward movement now! 
Daplore the truth—and to it, with him, bow! 


The searching storm, the cold, 
Have found the strong and bold— 
No brick walls stout 
Have kept them out— 
And many have they struck! 
The rains have loosed the soil 
And man’s extremest toil, 
Could hardly move 
(As trials prove) 
Our cannon through the muck! 
Our foe again awaits, in strength superior, 
Our entrance to that circle’s dread interior! 


Our late chief's self-distrust 
(In a chief it ever must !) 
Had, like the season— 
And for like reason— 
Dispensed a mortal chill ; 
And, oft, ill-omened news 
Gave half of us the blues: 
But soon our steel 
Shall death-blows deal 
To the rebels on the bill. 
Fighting JozE Hooker shall our ranks deploy ! 
And these complaints shall all be turned to joy! 


—_——— — — 
GOING THROUGH THE MILL. 


Late accounts from Richmond foreshadow destitution at the 
South from approaching scarcity of food. Millers complain that their 
flour is impressed by military officers, without legal authority. A 
butcher who remonstrated with a squad of starving rebels for appro- 
priating a quantity of his beef and mutton—butchers are apt to be 
stiff about their joints—soon found himseif in business on his own 
hook, to which he was hitched up by the affronted conscripts; and 
acertain fishmonger at Mobile, an Englishman, swore before a 
magistrate that he had to take to his "eels to escape from the shells 
thrown into his back-room by a party who came to sack his hoysters. 
Grocers were loud io their complaints of similar maraudings. One 
said that the conscripts not only stole his coffee, but made rye mouths 
when they drank it, as if it were a spurious article. A sausage- 
maker at Charleston, lodged a complaint against a sergeant-major 
for whistling away his sausages, to which the soldier brought a 
cross charge relating to the loss of a favorite dog. All the Southern 
papers teem with reports of bread, bacon, butter, onion, cabbage and 
whiskey riots, every one of which is described as headed by a tall, 
dark, melodramatic looking lady with a stove-pipe hat on, and a 
“Derringer” for a brooch. By-and-by we shall hear of band-box 
and moire-antique riots, if women will insist upon being furnished 
gratis with the necessaries of life, Little children at the South are 
smeared over with aloes and asafcetida every morning, now, to pre- 
vent stray conscripts from eating them ; and even the sacred turkey- 
buzzard, heretofore protected by the umbrella of the law, has to 
descend from his ornithological position as a vulture, and is classed 
among the Pies. ‘Sow corn! Sow corn!” is the refrain, now, of the 
Southern death-song, which is whittling it rather fine, we guess, for 
folk who lately sowed the whirlwind, and may expect, in due course, 
to reap the storm. 
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The Premium on Lead. 


UntIL we read the following announcement under the head of 
““ Government Contracts,” we were not aware that lead had as yet 
taken its position as one of the precious metals: 

“E. D. Witirams & Co, offer to furnish Williams's bullets at $62.50 per 
pound.” 

In all our sharpest (rifle) practice, we never remember lead hav- 
ing taken such a long range as this. Each bullet, assuming an aver- 
oge rate of twenty to the pound, would cost about $3.10, so that, 
including cost of powder and wear and tear of metal, you could not 
shoot your man with one of them for much less than four dollars. 
Thus is the influence of this unnatural war already beginning to tell 
upon us, and there is no saying what we may not have to pay for 
our lzxuries by-and-by. . 

~_ 
ILLUSTRATION. 
Opinions of The Undersigned. 


I aM quite sick of the style of illustrative art that is becoming, or 
has become so fearfully prevalent of Jate. I think that Frank LEs- 
LIE, and the Harpers, and the New-York Illustrated News man—I 
don’t know his other name—have a deal to answer for. Every thing 
must be illustrated, now-a-days, or it will not sell; and as every 
thing is not capable of illustration by pictures, it often happens that 
the letter-press and the high art have little or nothing in common. 
In a word, the pictures will fit one story as well as another. 

For instance, I read a novel lately, illustrated in the modern man- 
ner. There wasn’t a picturesque effect described in the whole book, 
but some artist had been paid to make drawings for it, so there they 
were—drawings of well-dressed and amiable-looking folks, sitting 
comfortably in chairs, or standing amicably in streets, and all doing 
nothing. A modern novel, we may suppose, contains some passage 
like this: 

“ During Cuarvzs’s absence with his regiment, Lavra was quite inconsolable, 
and found respite from her poignant loneliness, only when communicating her 
thoughts to him in long and frequent letters.” 

Immediately, the good-natured artist, finding that he must have a 
picture out of every twelve pages, and having no battle-scene or 
other circumstance of interest to represent, gives us 


Laura WRITING TO CHARLES. 


Now this is all very well, but it might just as appropriately be 
CLEOPATRA writing to MARK ANTONY, in an ancient history, or Mrs. 
VALLANDIGHAM writing to her husband in Congress, for a modern 
one. It is simply commonplace, and would do as well for any other 
woman writing to any other man, as for Laura writing to CHARLES. 

Yet we can not always give terrific and sublime scenes, every 
twelve pages, for the convenience of the artist. To be sure, NED 
BunTLINE makes his heroes constantly cut people in two, like saus- 
ages, with a bowie-knife; but all writers have not Mr. BUNTLINE'S 
sanguinary fancy, and sausage-meat, as a persistent element of light 
literature, becomes monotonous. 

Then let the artists inaugurate something new. If the writer 
throws no startling scenes into his work, why should not the artist 
do so instead ; even as Mr. Forrest, finding no rant in SHAKSPEARE, 
introduces it—and much of it—upon his own responsibility. 

I am now engaged on a novel, with illustrations of the sort that I 
suggest. It is a fortunate thing for me, that I have enough artistic 
knowledge to illustrate my own work, for no one that I know, could 
find the exciting subjects that I find in this comparatively mild-drawn 
romance of every-day life. Let me explain, 

It is beyond the power of the merely human mind, to keep the 
word and the spirit of any writing exactly together. Verbiage of 
the smoothest sort may enfold the most racking thought. The Mar- 
sellaise Hymn, as a collection of sounds, is less exciting than ApRI- 
AN’s delicious 





“ Animals, vaguls, blandula,” 


yet who denies the weakness of the latter’s meaning, compared. with 
the former ? 

Very well! As an artist, illustrating my own novel, I seize upon 
the startling, the picturesque, the extraordinary in the words, and il- 
lustrate them. A few quotations, with the pictures appended, will 
explain my meaning, even to the dullest mind—say that of a Cop- 
perhead Senator. 


(EXTRACT. ) 


“CHARLES stood alone, in gloomy meditation. LauRA was far 
away, and all Nature frowned. A ray of intelligence at length il- 
lumined his sombre visage, and he heaved a deep sigh. 

‘¢ Shall I never more behold thee; never hear tliy winning voice 
again ?’ he cried, clenching his hands and 


DrIvVING HIS NAILS INTO HIS PALMS 


as he spoke. Echo did not immediately reply, and the young man 
lapsed into a melancholy silence, unbroken by 











A Sineie Sounp. 
= * - of * - * ok * * 


Lavra was more lovely than ever, and CHar.zs, delighted by her 
return, hastened to testify, in a thousand ways, his unfailing admira- 
tion of her beauty and worth. One day, when they were alone, he 
took occasion to renew the vows he had made her in the smoke- 
house. 

“T give thee ail, I can no more,” he remarked, “ though poor the 
offering be.” : 

“Dont mention it,” she said, and 


A Buiuss Rose 


to her girlish cheek. 

CHARLES immediately divined that something was wrong. Her 
voice had astrange effect upon him, at that moment, and her agitation 
was very apparent. He determined to know the worst, if necessa- 
ry, 80 
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*‘ CaStTInG HIS Eres TowarD HIS BreLoven, 
he demanded to know what had transpired during her absence. 
o* * om * * - * ° * >” 


“Ha!"icried Omanens, as he wildly emptied the absinthe-botile 
into his glass and poured off the contents at 

















A DravGut; 

“let me die, if I cannot live. Absinthe makes the heart grow 
fonder! Lavra, thou wert fair, but false as fair! Thus perish all 
who cross my pa-ha-ha-ath !” 

He swooned. 

_On his recovery, his gay companions endeavored vainly to rouse 
him into the state of hilarity in which they were accustomed to see 
him. He was sad, and that was 
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Tur LONG AND THE SHORT 
of the matter, so he refused to linger with the gay and flippant 


throng, but saluting the more important guests present, he bowed 
coldly, and, 







































TURNING ON HIS HEEL, 
left the room. 

Arriving at home, he called his groom. 

“ Saddle my grey,” said he, “and ride to Indiana as fast as you 
can. Deliver this letter to the Governor, and wait for an answer. 
Be quick, or you perish. If in time, this purse shall be yours!” 

The groom took the letter, and started 


Orr LIKE Li 


GHTNING. 

But I have given enough of my romance and its illustrations to 
show what I mean. If the artists do not seize upon the idea now, 
it will be for want of imaginative power. 

For me, the only difficulty is an embarras de richesses ; the words 
suggest too many pictures, and it requires vigorous self-denial upon my 
part, to prevent me from illustrating every sentence. That this idea 
must ultimately prevail, as the only just method of combining art 
and authorship, is the firm Opinion of The Andersigned. 


Turning the Tables, 


Amoné the bills lately reported in the State Legislature, we no- 
tice one “ for the exemption of household furniture from seizure,” 

Of course the Spiritualists will put in their opposition to this. 
How could they expect to make a living if there was a law passed 
to prevent furniture from being seized and possessed by spirits. 


—<>— 


“Penny Wise,”’ etc. 


TuEredoubtable Alabama, née “ 290,” is described as being “ fitted 
with a pair of very powerful engines, by PENN, of London.” 

In her case, then, it may well be said that the Penw is more pow- 
erful than the sword. England ever lends her Pen to the South. 






— 
A Victory in Train. 

Ir is announced that “ A signal train for General Roszorans has 
just been forwarded West from Pailadelphia.” 


Now then, let us hope that General Rosecrans will Signalize him- 
self ere long, and gain an important victory. 
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NO MORE “SURPRISE PARTIES.” 


Captain Brown.—“ I aM SURPRISED YOU DON’T DANCE, THIS EVENING.” 
Miss Jones (who is very military.)—“ On, YoU MUSTN’T BE SURPRISED! SEE GENERAL ORDER No. 8—ANY OFFICER WHO SHALL BE 


SURPRISED, ETC., ETC.” 








“ROWLAND” UNTO “OLIVER.” 


THE Reporters of ‘“ CopPpERHEAD ” journals have got into a cheer- 
ful habit of putting (what they consider) a ating in the tail of their 
paragraphs, by ‘‘ surmising,”’ or “having no doubt,” or “ being con- 
soled by knowing,” or “‘ having been informed” that the ‘‘ wretch,” 
or ‘‘scoundrel,” or ‘ perpetrator,” or “ culprit,” was a “ rank Repub- 
lican,” or “ Abolitionist,” or ‘‘ Lincolnite.” 

Perhaps he is, occasionally! It would be a wonder if the Demo- 
crats had all the “bad uns!” And a pity, too; for they reaily have 
“a hard row” enough to “‘hoe” with the generous infusion of ras- 
cality they already possess. 

However, they run the thing into the ground. Suppose, for in- 
stance, we were to turn the tables on them, and give them a taste of 
their own quality. Our journals (i.¢., the Union journals) would 
then contain such items as the following: 

“Causs aND Errect.—A brutal fellow was yesterday arrested 
and bound over for beating his wife. He manifested no contrition, 
but said he had a right to do it under the Constitution as it was. 
On further interrogation he was found to be a ‘CoppERHEAD DEMo- 
oraT,’ which will naturally account to our readers, as it did to our- 
selves, for his hardened behavior.” 

Or, again: “The Police caught three scamps robbing a hen-roost 
early this morning. They were all three drunk and in a filthy con- 
dition. At first they refused to answer any questions, but finally 
confessed that they belonged to the ‘CznTRaL Demooratic Cu0vp, in 
Philadelphia.’ This at once explained their drunkenness, dirt, and 
thievish proclivities!” 

Or, finally: “A suspicious looking, but otherwise respectable 
person, was overhauled last evening with a black leather valise in 
his possession. Upon being taken before the nearest magistrate he 
was unable to give any other account of himself than that he was a 
real ‘Copperhead’ all over. On examination of the valise, it was 
found filled with burglar’s tools, and a copy of the Philadelphia 
‘ Evening Journal” He was, of course committed. Thus our 
Readers may see how one villainy leads to another! Had the man 





been a Republican, athought of burglary could never have possessed 
his brain. But there is no balm in ‘CoppeRHEan’ Gilead !” 

These fictitious items are to the full as logical as the Democratic 
Syllogisms above referred to. 

If anything, rather more so! 

Poor “ CoprerHuaDs!” To be obliged thus to eke out the lion’s 
skin with the ass’s | 

It’s a pity about them, really! 

eee 


OUR BOOK REVIEW. 


The Rebellion Record: Parts XXVII. and XXVIII. New-York: 

G. P. Putnam, 441 Broadway. 

Containing excellent portraits of four distinguished officers of the 
Federal Service. The Record is now such an established necessity 
that we shall content ourselves with stating that, up to the last num- 
ber, inclusive, it contains more than one thousand official reports and 
narratives of the battle-fields, over five hundred songs and puems on 
both sides of the question, forty-seven portraits, twenty-six maps 
and plans of engagements, and no end of incidents and personal 
anecdotes connected with the war. The man who reads not the Re- 
bellion Record will be sure, sooner or later, to “burst in ignorance.” 


The National Almanac and Annual Record for 1863. Philadel- 
phia: G. W. Cups, 628 and 630 Chestnut street. 


A very excellent and well-got-up book of reference, orna mental 
when shut, and useful when open. 








“ Every military man should have it.” 
GENERAL NAPIER’S PENINSULAR WAR. 
A new and elegant library edition of this great Military History 
is now published, with fifty-five maps and plans of the battles, and 
five steel portraits, printed on laid tinted paper, in five vols,, Crown 
8vo., price $10. W.J. WippLEToN, Publisher, 17 Mercer-st., N.Y. 
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